
The Tragedy 

Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy*' 
Liqe and beget a happy race or Kings: 

. Edwards \ nhappy fonnes do bid.thee fiourifh- 




"Enter the GkoFi of Qutene Anne, his wife, 
Richard fifty wife, that wretched Anne thy wife. 

That neuer' fiepta quiet hourc with thee. 

Now fils thy fieepe withperturbatiom, 

To mono win chebattell thinkeonme, 

And fall thy e d gefc flefw ord ,d i fp airc and die.' 

To R/^.Thou quiet foulCjfleepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame of fuccefle,and happy;yi£tory. 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 



Enter the ghqfi of Buckingham* 

The firft was I that hdpt thee .to theCrowne, 

The la ft was I that felt thy tyr anny, 

Q in the battell thiike on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiitinefie : 

Dreame on,dreame on,of bloody deeds and deaths 
Fainting diipaire, diipairing yeild thy breath. 

To Rich. 1 dyed for. hope ere I could lend thee aids 
But cheare thy heart, and b£ opt thou difraayd, . . 
God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, . 
AndRichard fals in height of all. his pride. 


K. Richard Hart ed cut of his dr e ante. 

K.R/f^.Giueme another horfe,bind vpmy wounds 
Haue mercy Iefu : feft I did but dreame- 
O coward confidence, how doft thou affii& me ? 

The lights burnejolew, it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefii. 
What do I. feare my felfe? theres noneelie by, 
Richard loues Richard drat is,I am I, 

Is there a murtherer here, No. yes,Iam, 

Then fiie, what from my felfe ? great reafon why, 

Leaft I reuenge. What ? my felfe vpon my felfe: 
Alacke lloue my felfe, wherefore? for any good 
That xny felfe hath done vnto my felfe : 
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of Richard the Third, 

O^o : alas If rather hate my felfe,' 

for hate full deeds committed by my felfe J 7 

I ama viiiaine , yea , I lye I amnou 1 

Poole of thy felfe fpeakewell foole doc not flatter,’ 

My confcience hath a thoufand leuerall tongues.,' ! r 
And euery tongue brings in a fcuerall tale. '•** ’ 

And euery tale condcmnes me for a villaine f 
Perinry, in the higheft degree, ' v ' 

Murder, fterne murder •, intherdyreft degree, ' J ■ 

All feueral i finnes , all vfde in each degree. 

Throng ali to 1 the Boare, crying all, guilty, guilty;,- • 

I {hall difpaire there is nocreature loues me. 

And if l die , no fbulcfhallpktie riftk?' 1 ’ V |W 7 • 'W ^ 
And wherefore fliould they ? fince that I my felfe,‘ ; :o J 
Find in my felfe, no pitLy. to my felfe* - ■ ; 

Me thought the foules f ofa , H that 1 haue Tnurdr^d 
Came to my Tent, and euery one did threat 
To morcowes vengeance on the head o f Richard} 

Enter Ratcliffe* 

Rat, My Lord i -fr! 

ATwj-.Zounds , who is there ? ; T - : 

Rcr. My Lord tis I : the early village Coefe} \ 

Haue thrice done falutation to the morne. 

Yourfriends are vp , and* -buckle on their armbut/ •' 
King,, O Ratcltffe I haue dream’d a fearefull driarried 
What think'ft thou, will our friends proue all true ? 

Rat* No doubt my Lord* **•' 

King. O Ratcltfe i feare , I feare, 

Nay good my Lord be not affraid of fhadowssj 
King.Ey the Apoftl c Paul, fhadowes tonight 
Haue ftrooke more terronr to the ibule of Richard-, ' 
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand Souldiers 
Armed inproofe, and led by {hallow Richmond f 
Tis not yet neere day come’goe with me, 

Vnder our Tents, lie play the ewefe-dropper, 

i0 heare if any meane to Oirinke from me, Exeunt * 


Enter the Lords to Richmond « 
Lords, Good morrow Richmond, ^ ■ 



Rich- 


r 


